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A TAL13 OF A tTJa-KETF£l.

On a winter's evening, nearly oue hun¬
dred years ago, the tea board was laid
out, and the window curtains closely
drawn, in the luimblo parlor of a small
house in the town of Grennock, in the west
of Scotland. A tidy, active matron was

bustling about, slicing the bread and the
butter ; a blazing tire gleamed and roared
in the grate, and curled round the black
sides of the kettle which reposed in the
midst of it; and the tire crack'ei!, and tlie
water boiled with a faintly pop'.ing sound,
and a stream of white vapor came whiz¬
zing out of the spout of the kettle with a

shrill, cheery hiss. Now the matron
aforesaid saw nothing extraordinary in
all this ; kettles had boiled, and tires had
burned from the beginning, and probably
would do so to the end ol the chapter.
As the matron stooped to pour the boil¬

ing liquid in the tea-pot, her son James,
a boy of twelve summers, sat on a low
bench in front of the tire, his elbows rest-1
ing oi; his knees, whilst his hands, placed
under his chin, supported his head. The
boy was intently gazing at the fire, the
kettle, and the steam ; swallowing them
with his eyes, absorbed in deep thoughts,
and lost in contemplation. The boy look¬
ed at the tire, and the mother at the boy.
" Was there ever sic' an idle ne'er d'
weel in this warP, as our Jamie ?" was
the question which, almost unconsciously,
she proposed to herself.
A Mrs. 13 , stepped in at this mo¬

ment, when turning to her visitor, Jamie's
mother said, " Mrs. 15 , did you ever
see the likes o' our Jamie '! L >ok at him :

Iiu'il sit there for hours, staling at the
kei'le and the steam, till you wad tliiuk
his een wad come o't o* his heed ! *

And, tiuth to lull, there was something
peculiar in tin; glance of the boy s eye ;
there was wind.active, speaking miud
. looking through it. He seemed as one

who gazed on a wondrous vision, and
whose every sense was bound up in llie

display ofgorgeou-i pageantry tloa ing be
lore him. lie h id sat watching the es¬

caping steam until the thin vaporous col
uinn had appeared to cast itscll upward
in fantastic, changing shapes ; sometimes
the subtle lluii, gathering in lorce and
quantity, would gently raise one side oi
the lid of the kettle, emit awhile puff,
nni then let the metal fall with a low
clanking sound. There was power and
strength in that watery cloud ; and as the
dreaming boy saw this, an unbidden
thought came into his mind, and lie knew
that me fierce struggle was symbolical ot
intellect warring wi h the elements ol
Providence.
And still he gazed, and saw in his days

dreams ships sailing i hout wind or saiIs,
wagons propellt-d o'er deserts wild by aouie

power unseen to mortal eye.
"Jamie, Jamie." exclaimed his moth¬

er, " sit by to your tea. It L liud ye
starring at the tire again,.ye'll tcel the
w tollL o' my hand."
The boy rose meekly, and did as he

was told. Ilis name was James Watt,
afterwards Sir James, lie was honored
by the title of knighthood, being the first
who applied the powers of steam to any
useful purpose.

The above anecdote is literally true..
WTatt was born in 17315. This incident
occurred when he was in his twelfth year.
He was the sou of a poor tradesman in
Greenock, and probably had never road
a book.the spelling-book and the 13ibie
excepted.

Punctuation Puzzlb.. i'he following
paragraph, extracted from the Portland
Transcript, is a capital illustration of the
importance of punctuation. There are
two ways of pointing it, one of which
makes the individual in question a mon¬
ster of wickedness, while the other con¬
verts him into a model Christian. Let
our readers exercise their ingenuity on
the problem and see whe'her they can
discover its two-fold solution ;

" lie is an old experienced man in vice
and wickedness he is never touud op¬posing the works of iniquity he takes de¬
light in the downtall of the neighborhoodho never rejoices in the prosperity of anyof his fellow-creatures he is always readyto assist in destroying the peace of societyhe takes no pleasure in seivin" the Lordhe is uncommonly dilligent in sowino- dis¬cord among his friends and acquaintanceshe takes uo'pride in laboring to promotethe cause of Christianity he has not beennegligent in endeavoring to stigmatize allpublic teachers he makes no exertions tosubdue his evil passions ho strives hardto build up Satan's kingdom he lends noaid to the support of the gospel amongthe heathen he contributes largely to theevil adversary ha pays no attention togood advice he gives great heed to thedevil he will never go to Heaven he must
go where he will receive the just recom¬
pense of Reward."
&3T " Mr. Jones don't you think tha;

marriage is a means of grace ?" .. Certainly ; anything is a means of grace thabreaks up pride, and leads to repentance.'i cene closes with a broom-handle.

From the Friend of China, March 14th.
Execution of Rebels at Canton.
In our remarks on the retirement of

the rebels from Sunchow, it is stated
that the thousands of men brought to
Canton as prisoners are now beingdecapitated at the rate of one bun-<
dred and fifty a day. That was the num¬
ber, wo are told, executed on Saturday
last, a spectacle to which we were witness.
The Canton execution ground has been
before described in this journal, and for
all our readers it is not necessary to re¬

peat that it is situated about 100 yards
from the river, at a distance of two miles
or so below the factories. The ground is
oblong, about 150 feet in length, the en¬
trance of the side nearest the river being
about six feet. This is closed with bars
during practical operations. At the
grand entrance the ground is about 20
feet wide. On the right hand, doorways
opea to several oven and tyle manufacto¬
ries.

As we approached the execution
groundu many were met with hands to
their nostrils, or with their tails tied
around their faces for the purpose of
avoiding the horrid stench, which could
literally be ' felt' r.t a considerable dis¬
tance. The ground was covered with parti¬
ally dried gjre, thj result of the past-
day's work. There are no drains to take
(he blood away, nor is any substance
used to slake it. One man was found
digging holes ior two crosses, on which
he said four were to be tied and cut to

pieces.
The execution had been fixed for noon.

At 11 J-, half a dozen men arrived with
kuives, preceded by bearers of rough
ileal wood boxes, decorated with bloody
sides. These were the eollins. Uncon¬
cerned was the general appearance of
the soldiers and spectators, of whom alto¬
gether there may have been one hundred
and liny. The day was dull, a fresh
breeze from the eastward carried the
stench away from foreigners, who, to the
number of a dozen, had obtained admit¬
tance to the top of one of the houses on
the far side ol the street passing the en¬
trance io the .tield of blood.' Ai 1 I the
first batch of leu prisoners arrived,speedily
followed by the rest in similar quantities.
Each prisoner having his hands tied be¬
hind his back, and labeled on the tail, ap¬
peared to have been tlwust down in a

wicker basket, over which his chained
legs dangled loosely, ilie body riding tin-

comfortably, and marked with a long pa¬
per tally pasted to a slip of bamboo
thrust between the prisoner's back aud
his jacket. These " manbaskets," slung
with small cords, were carried on bam¬
boos, slung on the shoulders of two men.
As. the prisoners arrived each was m idu
to kneel with his face 'o the South. In
the space ol' about 20 fret by 12 we count¬
ed as many as 70, ranged in a half dozen
rowe

At live minutes to 12, a while button-
ihI maruiariau arrived, ami the two to be
tirat cut to pieces, were tied to the cross¬

es. While looking at thi frigh'enmg
process. Hie executioner com ieiic;tl, ami
-J or 30 must h ive been hen.. ess before
we were aware of it. The only sound to
be heard was the horrid cheep.cheep.

p as the knires fell. One blow ivas
sufficient tor each.the head tumbled be¬
tween the legs of the victim before it.
As the swor 1 fails the blot:d-.gushing
iruuk springs forward, falls oil the breast,
and is still forever.

In four minutes the decapitation was

complete ; and then on the other victims
commenced the b ub-irity which to think
of only is siitlieienily barbaric. With a

shoit sharp knife a slice was cutout from
under each arm. A low, suppres.-ed,
fearful groan from each lellowed the op¬
eration of ihe weapon. Dexterous as

butchers, a sliee was taken successively
by the operators from the calves and
thighs, and then from each breast. Wo
may suppose, we may hope that bv this
lime the sufferers were inseusible to oain

but they were not dead.
The knife was then stuck into the ab-

dotneu, which was ripped up to the breast¬
bone, and the blade was twisted round
and round as the heart was separated
from its holding. Up to this moment,
having set eyes upon the victim under
toriuie, they had become fixed as by
fascination ; but they could be rivited
there no longer. A whirling sensation
rau through the brain, aud it was

with difficulty, we could keep ourselves
from falling. But this was not alt ; the
lasi ings were then cut and the head, be¬
ing tied by the tuil to a limb of the cross,
was severed from the body, which was

dismembered of hands and arms, feet and
legs separately. After tiiis tlie manda¬
rins left the ground, to return however,
with a man and woman ; the latter, it is
said, the wife of one of the rebel chiefs.
the man a leader ol some rank. The wo¬

man was cut up in the way we have de¬
scribed ; for the man a more horrible
punishment was decreed. He was !l ived
alive. We did not see this, but it was
witnessed by the S -r^eaut of Marines ^of
the United S'.ates, J. P. Kenaedey.ihe
cry after the first insertion of the knife
across the forehead, aud the pulling of the
flesh over the eyes br»in<» most horrible.

fiW The last case of indolence is re¬

lated in one of our exchanges. It is that
of a man named John Hole, who was so

lazy that in writing his name, he simply
used the letter J., and punched a hole
through the paper !

Friend Jones prepare yourself for
the news.
My gracious.speak.what is it ?
Your wife is dead.
Oh, dear how you frightened me, I

thought the neighbors pigs had broke in¬
to my garden and destroyed my inguns.

_

A.n old lady, being at a loss for a

pincushion made one of an onion. On
the following morning she fonnd that all
the needles had tears in their eyos.

SPARKING SUNDAY NIGHTS
Sitting in the corner,
On a Sunday ove,
With a taper finger
Besting on your sleeve,
Star-lit eyes aro casting
On your face their light;
Bless me 1 this is pleasant.
Sparking Sunday night t

How yonr heart is thumping
'Gainst your Sunday vest.
How wickodly 'tis working
On this day of rest ;
Hours seem but minutes
As they take their flight;
Bless me ! aiv't it pleasant-
Sparking Sunday night!
Dad and Mara are sleeping
On their peaceful bed,
Dreaming of the tilings
Tlio folks in meeting said.
" Love ye one another !"
Ministers recite ;
Bless me ! iion't we do it 1
Sparking Sunday night !

One arm, with gentlo presure,
Lingers round her waist,
You speeza her dimpled hand,
Her pouting lips you taste J
She freely slaps your face,
But more in love than spito ;
O, thunder ! aiut it pleasant.
Sparking Sunday night!
But hark ! the clock is striking.
It's two o'clock, 1 snuin,
Assure as I'm a sinner,
The hour to go has come ;
You ask, with spiteful accents,
If .' that old clock is right,"
And wonder if it ever

Sparked on a Sunday night.
One, two, three sweet kisses^
Four, tive, six you hook.
But, tiiiu.ving that you rob her,
(.live back those you took ;
Then, as forth you hurry
From the fair one's sight
Don't you wish kacii day was

(July Sunday night

THE TWELVE LUCKY DEllVISES.
Tiuuslated lYom Tlic lluiiguiiun.
lumbers of devout dervises go up eve¬

ry year 10 the larger ciiies of the Otto¬
man empire. Tllcy are especially lon.l
of Constantinople. A year Jobs not pass
in which ihey do not appear in this holy
city. tijuie co.ne Irotu Persia, others
from Asia Minor, others again lroai Bag-
dad and elsewhere. liere they surrouud
themselves with a cloud of piety and pov¬
erty, and remind the inhabitants ol Con¬
stantinople how uoule la their calling,
how gre-it their puii.y and virtue, how
exalted their holiness, because they go:
clothed in rags abou'. the streets ot Con-
stanunople begging h;iiis.

Lu the year lil^o it happened that gi'ea
Let' crowds than uni.il, ol those holy
guests, came to Constantinople. They
weie we'! aware Lh.it -he more of the
same kind there were, ihe more scantily
would L>e Hie gl<ts oi the devout lo be
-lined by individuals. Nevertheless
they came ill lioods to Constantinople,
and several hundred were assembled
there at once. A stranger might have
supposed the can.e lo defend the city
against a foreign army. The brotherhood
ol Islam had arrived tile first. So long
as theoe were aloue, they got along tol-
erably well, but mailers ailerwards went
worse.

On a certain Sunday, Ussein, the oldest
of the company, addressed his assembled
brethren, and began to complain, in a

voice interrupted by weeping. " My
brothers, ne are twelve orthodox Mussul-
mans. You see for yourselves how black
this year is to us ; three days h.ive passed
without one having collected a para or di-
nar. There is no iouger any true belief
among the Turks :.people have no lon¬
ger any sympathy for us , everything is

cold, llave you heard what has hap¬
pened at Warna and ilostindza ? Have
you heard how the Franks oppose our

belief? Are not the dervises under ihe
especial punishment of God and his
prophet Mahomet, who is angry with the
Mussulman of the present day ? Do you
not see how the i'urks parade in Frank
pantaloons '! Shall these things prosper?
No. no. the T_rkish faith is declining.

" Listen, my brethren, my deplorable
I companions, listen to me ; we must sepe-
rate.one go here, another there, to seek
our livelihood. We will go turtner and
leave Constantinople behind us to the
anger of God. i'lie Muscovite will avenge
us on the dwellers in Constantinople, and
repay tlieru lor ill ir parsimony to us and
the Tuniish faith."

His speech was interrupted by floods
of tears, wnich fell over his cheeks. Tue
oilier dervisjs were moved by his address
and melted inio tears also. Only Ouiir
lurued his eyes around as it he had uut

yet lost all hope.
" Fear cot, my brethren, fear not, my

companions," began O.aar, " I am the
youngest, and on that account the least
wise of any among you. Will you per¬
mit nie to speak ?"
They all answered, " It is permitted."
*' If it be so," continued Omar, 'sustain

yourselves. We are not yet lost ! There
are yet true Turks in Constantinople ; it
not true that they are all turned Franks.
Have you not seen that whole troop of
dervises have come here, and since the
saints are so numerous in Constantinople,
they lose their importance, no one heeds
them. This is the true reason. Let us
not be fools. My advice, if it is agreea¬
ble to you, is this: To-morrow is Friday ;
I will stretch myself out stiff, and repre^
sent myself dead, you will then carry me
into the middle of the street which leads
to the great mosque, you shall cover me
with a thin shroud and. lay me on a board.

.. Four of you will remain to wa'ch
me, and weep over me. If any of the
passers by ask you the reason of your
sorrow, you will say to them that ono of
the brotherhood is dead, and vou have

not so much as will bury him in the
manner prescribed by oUr law. No one

will be so bard-hearted as not to have
compassion at the sight of the dead body.
In this way we shall collect money osten¬

sibly for the funeral. Constantinople is
large and has many mosques, and there
are twelve of us who can take our turns,
if God will. Is this agreeable to you 1"
And they answered with one voice,

<. Bre A/erim, it is good Omar ! Who
would have thought that out of such a

head so much wisdom would have pro¬
ceeded 1"

" But you shall not be the first," cried
Ussein, gaily. I will be the first, I am

the oldest. and then the others can follow
in succeeded."

'. Yes, that is right, the oldest shall be
first," assented the others.
The dervises could hardly wait patient¬

ly for the next day, Friday. When the
hour drew near at which the Turks go
the mosijue, the dervises took up the
board oil which their elder brother was

already stretched out, and went with it to
the middle of the street which leads to
the ino>que of S.. Sophia. One winked
to the otner, and then they began to weep
and lament. They had not long indul¬
ged in this loud expression of their grief,
when Adzia a worshipper noted for his
piety, stood before them. "He will give
something," thought the dervises.
But the hypocritical dervise were soon
convinced that men are often deceived
while they are striving to decieve others.

" What trouble has befallen you, ser¬
vants ol the Prophets ?

" Oli. do not ask, dearest Adzia, our
blessed Usseine baa died to day. lie
was a brave, honorable, and holy man,
and the eldest of our number. We poor
brethren have not the means to pay the
last honors to our elder ; we have noth¬
ing wherewith to bury him, if some one
does not care for his soul. It is a pious
woik to bury any dead, but how much
greater to do this honor to a dervise, the
eldest of the dervises, a man of such sanc-

tility.
" My ancestors have done many such

pious works, and I will do the same,"
s.iid the Adzia. " Do not grieve your¬
selves, go home, it shall be my care to
bury him." So saying, he gave two ser¬
vants who attend him the keys of his
dwelling, with orders to carry thither the
dead bo ly, and lock it in a room, and
tlieu return immediately to the mosque.
" And when the hour of evening prayer
uinves, when we are called from the mi
naret we will then bury him," he added.

It seemed to the four dervises when
they heard these words, ao if all Constan¬
tinople was turning aroui:d them. But
there was no help ; the servants of Ad¬
zia touli up the living corpse, and the der-
v ses wilh heavy iiearts were obliged to
thank the good A\Jaii for this labor ol
love, But who could be so unhappy as

dervises, or more to be piled than
they '? The pretended dead man was
locked up iu the cabinet of the Adiza. Ilovv
did this courage hold out'?
The four returned to their brethren,

am! as they told what had happened to
Us.-.c;ine, they all fell ;nt:> a deadly sweat.
And poor O.aar ! They all tell upon
Iiiui hke a while crow. .'Foolish boy,
we mit/hL have known that nothing bei*o o

ler would have come from your silly
skull." In vain did Omar justify himself,
and maintain thai they were as foolish as

he to follow his counsel. 2nto oue would
listen to him. Complaint followed com

plaint, first for their companion and elder,
and still more because the people would
say the dervises were dcceiiful people,
and practiced hypocritical tricks, and
there would be uu end to the jeers about
ihanj.

There came over the Adzia as he re¬
turned from the mosque, a suspicion
whether the dervise was actually dead or
not. The Adzia was somewhat familiar
with the arts of dervises. Occupied with
these thoughts lie reached his dwelling
..ind belioid his suspicions were justi¬
fied. On his entrance into the apart¬
ment he remarked that a cluster of figs
which had been hanging on the wall was
no longer there. The hungry rogue ol
a dervise had eaten them, and then laid
down again in his place. The Adzia
called the servants and asked whether
they had taken away the cluster of figs.
Their denial strengthened the suspicion
of ihe Adzia that the dervise only preten¬
ded 10 be dead.
"R iscal of a dervise," cried he, "where

are my tigs, do jou hear *?." Though the
Ajzi.t repeated these words several limei
mockingly, and touched the apparenil)
dead m iu with his foot, it was in vain
The del vise was dead, and remaiueJ
deati, aii.l neither rose njr moved. A
last me AJzia bt-jjaii to beseech him to ise
up, aiul asdUieu Uuu that no one should
be told the story. The Adzia spent twt
hours partly in prayeis and partly ii
tin its that he would h*ve him buriei
alive. Ail was fruitless. The dervist
still remained stiff and stark. Hereuporthe Auzia went out and sent his servant:
into the room, with orders to make th<
dei vise leave the place either by prayer;
or ih reais.

But the servants effected nothing, ant

things remained the same in the Adiza':
room till twilight. As it began to grow
dark, the Adzia ordered the servants t<
carry the dervise to the burial place anc
leave him there. The servants hardh
waited for this order, but took him U]
and hurried him out. But what have
they been doing to the dervise in thi
meantime ? They pricked him with nee

dies, they pinched him, tickled him 01

great toe, and slapped him with th
palms of their hands, all which the der
vise saffffered like a martyr for the glor;
of the brothgxbood, for they would, har
lost much of the respect and considers
tion of the world if he had betrayed then
The servants announced to him th

threats that they would bury him, if h
did not confess his cheat and ge| up..

When they at last saw that actually all
they said and did was in vain, they dug a

grave and threw the dervise in it.
" So die, then, if you are so fond of

counterfeiting the dead," said the ser¬
vants, and returned home.
" Now I am saved," thought the der¬

vise ; " when all is quiet I will get up out
of the dust but I must lie here till toward
midnight."
To get out of the grave was not very

diffcult for him, as the Turks cover their
dead but lightly. Who would have
thought that the hard case of the dervise
would turn out well, and so much deceit
and hypocrisy have a good ending ?
Toward midnight Usseine heard a noise

.be thought his companions had come
to take him out. He raised his head, and
what did he see ?.more than twenty rob¬
bers approaching his grnve.

" We will stop here," said the leader;
" here, near this fresh gruve we are most
secure."
The others assented, and spreading out

their cloaks, seated themselves to divide
their money and stolen goods. " The
eye is greedy when the cake is cutting,"
says the proverb, and so the robbers kept
crying out among each other, one, "That
for me," and another, " No, I will have
that."

Halloa ! see how the brave robbers
scamper, as Usseine stretched his hand
out of the grave and cried out:

" And what for me ?"
This unexpected voice sounded to the

frightened robbers like thuuder. They
did not take time to put on their caps.
they only shouted :

" Run, who can."
Our dervise did not neglect to make

use of this fortunate accident, lie ran to
the end of the graveyard almost naked, as
he had been buried. As he tuined about
he found the brothur.hood, the other eleven
dervises, who had come to reclaim him,
and ft ho had witnessed the whole scene;
and now the dervises divided among
themselves the robbers' booty, with the
clothes they had left behind them.
The robbers meantime sent one of the

boldest of their number back with orders
to look abouttcarefully, but not enter the
graveyard. The' messenger heard a

sound of many voices, and crept, half
dead, back to his comrades. " Dear
brothers," he could hardly speak from his
deadly foar, " he is longer alone.there is
a grei.l multitude, all the departed souls
iiave assembled there. Let us fly."

i£ vch dervise took off as much as -lie
could carry ; arrived at their inn, they
thar.kfcd Allah fur such a great favor, and
that he had not left his faithful sons in
their need. They all kissed the feet of
U-.seiue, i heir elder and benefactor..
Who was so joyful as young Omar, not
so muci) over their wealth he had gained,
as because he was relieved frim the in¬
cessant reproaches and blame of his breth¬
ren.
" S<»y again now that Omar was a numb-

skul," cried he, with excitement. The
brotherhood Islam was shortly tho most

respected in all Constantinople. The
fame of the sanctity of this order forccd
the other dervises soon to leave Constan¬
tinople, because they were in such favor
with the people. But Usseine's party re¬

mained. Omar was selected by his breth¬
ren to be the successor of Usseine, and
Omar's word had great weight with his
brethren, though he never undertook to
recommend another such artilic. But
this was not necessary, as they had
henceforth a superfluity of everything
ihey needed.

bloomy Prospccts of the Eastern War.
The London Times, August 23, has a

?ery gloomy record of the war. " We
ire in," it says, " for another winter cam¬
paign and it adds of the attack :

" So, the great day, that dreadful day
Df which it may almost be said, in compa
rison with all the other conflicts of human
passion and outpouring of human ven¬

geance, Dies ira, dies ilia, luce splendent ct
t'avdla, is still indefinitely prorogued, and
no body can say in wiiai monlli it will
cotne. We only know that the longer it
is postponed the more dreadful it will he,
and still our opinion, one certainty about
it, and that, is. whether we take Sebasto
pol or not, we shall still /mve to winter in
our present position. When Sebistopol
alls into our hands it will be a mere heaps
of ruins with all the horrors of the chur.iei
hoise. Wiih the enemy btill in posses¬
sion of the north side, the south side »ili
only be the front of our own attack, h-

bloody an 1 wretched as our present ai
vanceil trenches. So that whether we

lake Sebastopol or not we shall still havt
to oceapy the heights throughout the en¬

suing winter."
Tents, we are also told, will not do [oi

wiuler, and the 50.000 huts promised art

not under way, and the army cannot b<
well hutted before Ciiristmas. The edi
lor nevertheless concludes :

.' We are still for pressing on the siegi
with the utmost expedition, and with al
the means in our power, and preparinj
with even lavish provision for ail the thou
sand contingences of a^winter campaign
Above all, let there be no doubt as to th
means of communication from the camj
to the harbor, which must be.as it ha
all along been.oar only base of opera
tions."

" Julias, spose dere is six chick
ens in a coop, and de man sells tree
how many is dere lef ?" " What time c

day was itV .' Why, what has dat t
do wid it 1" " A good deal, honey. ]
was arter dark, dere wad be nan lef, da
is if jou happen to come along dat way.'
S&~A Pennsylvania editor says

So.nebody brought one bottle of sonre
water into oar office with the re""
notice it as " lemon *

Jf jgg*]green to sell his birthright forQf postage, it does pot prove'that *will tell a four shilling lie, Ibr fiVe'eent

THE BKIDAL WINE GLASS.
BT JtABT A. DRJfMOJ*.

"Pledge with wine.pledge with
wine," cried the young and thoughtless
Harvey Wood ; "pledge with wine," ran

through the crowd.
The beautiful bride grew pale-.the de¬

cisive hour had come. She pressed her
white hands together, and then the leaves
of the bridal wreath trembled on her
pure brow ; her head beat wilder.

" Yes, Marion, lay aside your scruples
Eor this once," said the Judge in a low
tone, going towards his daughter, "the
company expect it; do not so seriously
infringe upon the rules of etiquette ; in
your own home act as you please; but in
mine, for this once, please me."

Every eye was towards the bridal pair.
Marion's principles were well known.
Henry had been a convivialist, but of late
his friends noted the change in his man¬

ners, the difference in his habits.and to¬
night they watched him to see as they
sneeringly said, if he was lied down to a
woman's opinons soon.

Pouring a brimming beaker, they held
it with templing smiles towards Marion.
She was still very pale, though more

composed ; r.nd her baud shook not, as

smiling back, she gracefully accepted the
crystal tempter, and raisod it to lur lips.
But scarcely had she done so, when eve¬

ry hand was arrested by her piercing ex¬
clamation of "Oh 1 how terrible !'"
"What is it?" cried one and all,

thronging together ; for she had slowly
caried the glass at arm's length, and was

tixfdiy regai ding it as though it was some
.

0 O

hideous object.
" Wait," she answered, while an in>

spired light slior.e from her dark eyes,
" Wait, and I will tell you." "I see,"
s'ae added, slowly, pointing one jeweled
linger at the sparkling ruby liquid." a

aiglit thaL beggars all description ; and yet
listen.I will paint it for you, if I can. It
is a lonely spot; tail mountains crowned
with verdure rise with awful sublimity
around ; a river runs through, and bright
flowers grow to the water's edge. There
is a thick warm mist that the sun seeks
vainly to pierce. Trees lofty and beauti¬
ful, wave to the airy motion of the birds;
but there.a group of Indians gather;
they flit to and fro with something like
sorrow upon their dark brows. And in
their midst lies a manly form.but bis
uheeU how deathly, his eye wild with the
titful lire of fever. One fiicnd stands be¬
side him.nay, I should say neels; for
see, he is pillowing that poor head upon
his breast.

Genius iu ruins.oh 1 the high, holy*
looking brow ! whv should death mark
it, find ho so young ? Look how ho
tliows back the dark curls ! see him clasp
his hands ! lieur his thrilling shrieks for
life ! mark how he clutches nt the form of
his companion, imploring to be saved.
Oil ! hear him call pitcously, his father's
name.see him twine his fingers togeth¬
er as he shrieks for his sisler.his only
sister.the twin of his soul.weeping
for him in his distant native land.

" See 1" she exclaimed whilo the bri¬
dal party shrank back, the untasted wine
trembling in their faltering grasp, and the
Judge fell, overpowered, upon his seat.
" see! his arms are lifted to heaven.he
prays, how wildly, for mercy! hot fever
rushes through his veins. The friend be¬
side him is weeping ; awesstricken, the
dark men move silently away, and leave
t'.ie living and the dying together."

There was a hush in that princely par¬
lor, broken only by wliflt seemed a smoth¬
ered sob frcai some manly bosom. The
bride stood yet upright, with quivering
lip and tears stealing to the outward
edge of her lashes. Her beautiful arm
hud lost its tension, and the giass with its
little troubled red waves, came slowly
towards the range of her vision. She
spoke again ; every lip was mute. Her
voice was low, faint, yet awfully distinct;
She stid fixed her sorrowful glance upon
the wine cup.

" It id evening now, the great white
moon is coming up, and its beams lay
gently on his forehead. lie moves not ;
his eyes arc set in their sockets ; dim are
their piercing glances ; in vain his friend
whispers the name of his father and sis¬
ter ; death is there. Death.and no
soft hand, no gentle voice to bless and
sooth him. His head sinks back! one
convulsive shudder ! he is dead 1"'
A groan ran through the assembly, sc

vivid was her description, no unearthly
her look, so inspired her manner.thai
what she described seemed actually tc
have taken place, then and there. Thej
noticed also that the bridegroom hid hii
face in his hands, and was weeping.

" Dead !" she repealed again, hei
lips quivering faster, and her voic<
more and more broken ,* " and then
they scoop him a grave ; and then
without a shroud they lay him down ir
that damp, reeking earth. The only sor
of a proud father.the only the idolized
brother of a fond sister. And he sleep
to-day in that distant country, with n<
stone to mark the spot. There he lies.
my father's son.my own twin brother !.
a victim to this deadly poison. Father,'
she exclaimed, turning suddenly, whili
the tears rained down her beautifu
cheeks ; "Father, shall I drink it now ?'
The form of the Judge was, convulse)

with agony. He raided not his head, bu
in a smothering roice he faltered."2ic
no, my child, in God's name.no."

She lifted the glittering goblet, and let
ting it suddenly fall to the floor, it wa
dashed in a thousand pieces. Many
tearful eye watched her movement, am

instantaneously every wine glass wa

transferred to the table on which it bai
been prepared. Then, as she looked a
the fragments of crystal, she turned t
the companv. savin?. "Let np frien

hereafter, wliolow me,-tempi me to per
my soul for ,wine. N(>t fir®efrW tW1 ej
erlasung hills thaffmy resolve, God helf
jn<r me, never to taste or touch that fcerr
ble poison. And he to whera I

given my hand.who watched over myrother's dying'forpi in that last solemn
hour, aud buried the dear wanderer there¬
by the river id that land of gold.will.I trust, sustain me in that resolve ; will
you not, my husband V

His glistening eyes.his sad, sweet
smile was her answer. JJThe Judge left
the room, and when an hbur after he re¬
turned, and with a more subdued man¬
ner took part in the entertainment of the
bridal guests, no one could fail to read
that he, too, had determined to banish
the enemy at once, and forever, from his
princely home.

Those who were present at that wed«
ding can never forget the impressions so

solemnly made; many from that hour
foreswore the social glass.. Olive Branch.

Thx Sxtcrdat Evknino Post..Thfc
Lynchburg Yirginan of Thursday, says :

"We are not in the habit of reading
this Journal, but several persons who are

have called upon us to warn the peole of
the South against it, as a wolf in sheep's
clothing. Purporting to have nothing to
do with parties or politics, to be designed
for the home circle and fireside, we are
informed that, in the late negro-robbing
trial in Philadelphia, it has taken a posi¬
tion and uttered sentiments which enti¬
tle it to the execration of all Southern men.
In ordinary matters, a variance of opin-
ion between an editor of a paper and its
readers is the silliest of reasons for a

withdrawal of support.but for the poo-
pic of t he South to contribute their moans
to sustain a Journal that is feeding the
(lames of fanaticism in the North and im-
periling all that is dear to them as citisoaa-
and men, would bo criitiinal, if it were
not idiotic. From all that we can

learn, it is doubtful whether any other
Journal has so large a circulation in the
Southern States, as this Saturday Evening
Post. It has but littlo short of a hun¬
dred subscribers here in Lryobburg, and
goes in larger or smaller paokages to al¬
most every Post-office in the country.
We leavo its readers to determine wheth¬
er the doctrines it preaches are suoli as

Southern peoplo should encourage, or
whether, if they need family Journals,
they may not as well support those pub¬
lished in the Southern States. We could
name severul such, as cheap and as on*

tertaining in all respects as the Post.

Fianr with tuk Indians in Tbxas..
The latest Texas papers state that Liout,
Randal, of Maj. Ruff's command, while
scouting, came across a party of fifteen
Indians, near Eagle Springs, on tho El
Paso road, of whom he killed twelve and
took one prisoner. They further add :

" The Indians only fired one shot, and
that was by the chief, from ft government
rifle. He was killed Immediately after ho
fired, by the guide, and scalped by Lieut.
Randal. It was not known that there
were any squawB with the party till after
the fight, when it was discovered that
more than one-half tho party were fe«
males dressed as males. So much for
their wearing breeohes. Eight horses nnd
all their property fell into tho hands of
Lieut Randal."

Labo* iw'Irklahd..In a recant letter
rora Dublin to the London Times we find
be following paragraph :
" Great complaint* of the scarcity of

lands come from all quarters of tbe coun-

ry. The continuance of the exodus and
he embodiment of the militia have com-
lined to narrow the labor market to a

nost inconvenient limit. Some idea of
he demand for the agricultural laborers
nay be learned from the faot, that in one
listrict (Limerick) the farmers are pay-
ng 12s Cd per week ( wet or dry weather)
md diet, and on Monday morning, when
ine weather set in, hands were eagerly
ticked up at 2s 6d per day and board."

Kansas Lauds..Tbe question is fre-
[uently asked, "Wherfwill the vast re«
'ions of fertile land now embraced within
he Kansas Territory be thrown open to
ocation and settlement ?" It has been
ascertained at the General Lund Office,
hat in about twelve months, so far as that
>(Bce in concerned, tbe eertifioat« holder
nay appropriate a portion of this rich
country to his own use and benefit forever.
The question, of time, however, depends,
n a measure on the action of the Indian
Bureau, in extinguishing Indian titles to
lome of these lands. .

What it Costs..The French, it is said,
have not more tLan fifty-five thousand
bayonets, andjthe British seventeen thou-,
land, en ligna, before Sebaatopol. This,
however, does not include tbe garrison at
(Camiesch and Constantinople, or of the
irmy of reserve, nor the sick, woanded
ind convalescent io those quarters. Th«
nocturnal flight, the shells thrown into
tbe camp by tbe Russians, exposure, hard
duty, and casualties of every kind, occa¬
sion a dreadful waste of life, costing in
killed, sick and wounded, an average of
six hundred men daily.
Latkb from Nanaaska..Dates fronts

Nebraska to the 8th have been received.
Col. Uoonie's party ofgovernment survey¬
ors were attacked on Platte river by tbe-
Pawnees and dispersed. Co). M. and
five others had arrived at Nebraslcl City;
otbe<* ofthe party were missing. A com¬

pany of volunteers bad gone in pursok of
the Indians.

Mohosckxt to tim PrLOBiMs..The
corner atone of an immense granite mon¬
ument, commemorative of the landing of
the Pilgrims is to be laid at Plymouth on
the firstofAuguft, 1866. Thirteen yearfi^the maximum of time allowed for its son7
strgdldO, «d Itis Mtp*et*d ft 1* one of
tli®: bmmS. snssfi^yi^l struc¬
tures in the world*

'
. »'

jar Uneasy it the head thai wears «
rii in a e*lo of wind. ,

^ V ¦.


